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Introduction 


That portion of Breakfast Club which I call Memory 
Time is as old as the program itself. A Memory Time 
reading was included in the first broadcast, June 23, 1933, 
because I thought my listeners would enjoy sharing their 
thoughts and memories with me. 

Some radio folks tried to discourage me, saying "sen¬ 
timentality had no place in an early morning program." 
I soon discovered, however, that you Breakfast Clubbers 
felt as I did — certain memories are prayers. 

Memory Time was also designed especially for those 
of you who are alone — who can't enjoy your rightful 
share of companionship. For all, 1 hoped Breakfast Club 
and Memory Time would serve as a meeting place for 
friends. 

This book is another example of what Memory Time 
means to you. Hundreds of you write daily asking for 
copies of a poem or reading used at Memory Time, Be¬ 
cause of copyrights and other restrictions, we are not 
always able to fill such requests. 

Periodically, we ask publishers and authors for per¬ 
mission to reprint the readings and verses you most fre¬ 
quently request. In this connection, we have made every 
effort to give proper credit to all concerned. If we’ve 
failed to locate or list the author of any contribution, we 
ask permission to rectify the error in subsequent editions. 

The first half of this book contains the most popular 
poems read at Memory Time in 1952 and 1951, The 
second half represents the all-time favorites of each year 
since 1933* 

We hope you will find inspiration, friendship and an 
occasional chuckle in these Memory Time selections. 











Breakfast Club listeners rated the following readings (pages 
*952 OUS lMl " Tbe M ° St P ° pular Memor > Time selections for 


1952 ... 


flrtt on t&e request JJst were the "Gao d" huibanj ** 

arfrctai written by Stimuli <*. ond Esther 0 * 

tides are tram the authors’ syndicated mortal ?cJutn rl' 
teased by THE REGISTER AND TRIBUNE SrWO?c/rf P *“ 


HOW YOU CAN BE A "GOOD" WIFE 

A* 1 m to be married soon and want to be a good wife I’d 
like to know specifically how I can be 'all things to my man.” 

i Show hir)1 *n a thousand little ways that you love him and think 
he's a wonderful person. Romance dies through indifference and 
neglect. You can keep it alive by being a responsive lover, by 
looking attractive, and by using some of the feminine wiles you 
used during courtship. 

Remember that a man also needs appreciation and flattery, and 
if he gets it from his wife, he’s far less likely to look for it 
elsewhere. 

Make your husband feel you're the one person in the w r orld 
whom he can always rely on for sympathy and understanding, 
barn his confidence by keeping his secrets. Rejoice in his triumphs 
and sympathize with his defeats. Don’t belittle his accomplishments 
or nag about his mistakes. 

Interest yourself in the things that interest him so you can 
enjoy them together. When you share many interests, you get 
keener pleasure from each other's company and have endless topics 
for conversation. 

This means carrying your share of the domestic load. It means 
keeping the home dean and attractive, being a good cook and a 
thrifty shopper, 1c means being cheerful even when times are hard, 
and encouraging when your mate is losing faith in himself, ft 
means doing all you can do to help him get ahead by discussing his 
business problems with him and making friends for him. 

Keep your husband amused and entertained and be ready to go 
out on the town when he s in the mood. Many men seek outside 
recreation alone because their waives are too busy with household 
details or other interests, or because the women are too dull to 
provide an evening s diversion. Other men go out alone because 
their mates are "killjoys” or "worrywarts,” 

1 he impression people get of your man will depend largely on 
what you say about him and how p you act toward him in public, 
Don t play the martyr or look for sympathy at the expense of your 
husband. If you make only favorable remarks about him and act 
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as if he's a fine person, you'll be helping him as well as yourself. 

No matter how old your husband is, he still needs to be babied 
and coddled at times. He needs to be watched and worried over 
when ill. And he needs to be scolded for his little misdeeds and 
then kissed and forgiven the way his mother did many years ago. 

Samuel < j . and Esther B . Kltng 
m m • 

WHAT A "GOOD" HUSBAND SHOULD BE LIKE 

"What is a good husband?” 

That’s what a young man, about to be married, asked us recently. 
This is what we told him: 

A good husband makes his wife feel important in his scheme of 

things. # t( , 

A good husband shows his affections by actions as well as words, 

A good husband is sympathetic with his wife's moods or 
setbacks. 

A good husband appreciates the work that goes into running a 
home efficiently and raising the children wisely. 

A good husband gives his wife some degree of financial in¬ 
dependence through a joint checking account, an allowance, or a 
checking account of her own. 

A good husband is a companion to his wife, talking things over 
with her, and sharing their interests. 

A good husband takes his wife out regularly for recreation, 
realizing that he is the only escort she can have, now that she’s 
married. 

A good husband cheerfully assumes his responsibility in the 
disciplining and raising of the children. 

A good husband is considerate in the intimate side of married 

life. 

A good husband is faithful to his wife, 

A good husband is on friendly terms with his in-laws. 

A good husband is honest with his mate. 

A good husband is attentive to his wife in public. 

A good husband avoids flirting with other women. 

A good husband consults his wife before making any important 

household or family decision, # # 

A good husband places the interests of his wife and children 

ahead of his relatives. 

A good husband avoids being overly critical, 

A good husband often compliments his wife. 

A good husband makes it possible for his wife to have some 
leisure time for outside interests. & ^ B KUng 
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BLESSED ARE THEY 

Blessed are they who are pleasant to live with. 

Blessed are they who sing in the morning, 

Whose faces have smiles for their early adorning, 

W ho come down to breakfast companied with cheer. 

Who won't dwell on trouble or entertain fear, 

Whose eyes smile so bravely, whose lips curve to say: 

"Life I salute you! Good morning, new day!" 

Blessed are they who are pleasant to live with. 

Blessed are they who treat one another. 

Though a sister, a father, a brother, 

With the very same courtesy they w ould extend 
To a casual acquaintance or dearly loved friend, 

Who choose for the telling, encouraging things, 

And choke back the bitter, the sharp word that stings, 

Blessed are they who are pleasant to live with. 

Blessed are they who give of their best, 

Who bring to the home bright, laughter, gay jest. 

Who make themselves charming for no other reason 
Than charm is a blossom for home's every season. 

Who bestow love on others throughout the long day — 
Pleasant to live with and blessed are they. 

Author Unknou n 


HOME MAKERS LAMENT 

The washing's out, the floors are clean: 

The walks are shovelled dry; 

The beds are made, the dog is fed; 

Tve baked a cherry pie. 

Is that my hubby, home so soon? 

Where did the morning go? 

No doubt he's hungry as a bear. 

It's time for lunch, I know. 

1 should dash out to meet him 
As I have always done 
But I'm so tired, IT Z just stand still 
And let my stockings run! 

Doti McNeill 
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"Your treatment of my poem, followed hy the song 'My 
Mom’, brought a few tears to these tired old eyes /' writes author 
Bud Rainey. ' tike yourself;' he says f ”1 too am an old-timer in 
radio , Thirty years . . . imagine that!" 

GO WASH YOUR DIRTY FACE 

When I was just a little tot around Mom’s apron strings, 

An' into lots o' devilment, an' doin' impish things, 

I got my share o' discipline, a o' some I wont forget; 

An’ one great phrase 1 used to hear is lingerin' with me yet, 

I heard it evTy meal time 'fore I'd even took my place, 

Cause sure as shootin’, Mom would say: "Go wash your dirty face! 

I've heard them words a gill ion times, an T oh, the times I’d lied. 

When I would vow I'd scrubbed it 'til I’d taken off the hide, 

But she could take one look at me, an' know just like a sleuth, 

That 1 was just plain lazy, an' won't tellin' her the truth, 

An' then before we settled down for Pa to offer grace. 

She’d look right smack dab at me, an' say: "Go ivash your face! ' 

1 tried to fool her now an’ then when she would send me out; 

I'd grab our old tin wash pan, an' I’d rattle it about, 

An’ try to make her think that 1 was wash in off the grime. 

But it won't any use, 'cause she could tell every time, 

An' when I'd come back in she'd say; You re still a big disgrace. 

You can't fool me, young feller git from here an wash your face! 

1 used to say, that when at last. I’d grew up tall an' big, 

I’d alius let my young 'uns eat, as dirty as a pig. 

An’ that I wouldn't care how soiled their hands and faces got, 

Because I'd let em eat "As Is" an' 1 wouldn't care a lot, 

An' never, oh no, never would 1 ever, ever chase 

A kid o' mine at dinner time, an' say; Go wash your face! 

I've changed my mind a lot since then, an now' l clearly see 
The reason Mom was keerful in her bringing up o me; 

I haven't heard her words in years ... I kind o miss em too. 

'Cause no one tells me now', just what I should or shouldn t do, 

But still at every meal time, when 1 sit down at my place, ^ 

It seems I hear Mom whisper; "Son, go wash your dirty face!" 

From the poems of Bud Rainey ' Jes Dreaming published 
hy The Travelers Press t Hartford , Conn , 
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This inspired poem was sent in by Mrs. H. R. Weagle of 
Shrewsbury, Mass., who says the author is beloved by his students 
at State Teachers College in Gorham, Maine. After you read it, 
we think you It understand whyl 


WHY I TEACH 

Because I would be young in soul and mind 

Though years must pass and age my life constrain. 
And I have no way to lag behind 

The fleeting years, save by the magic chain 
That binds me, youthful, to the youth I love, 

I teach. 

Because I would be wise and wisdom find 

From millions gone before whose torch 1 pass, 

Still burning bright to light the paths that wind 
So steep and rugged, for each lad and lass 
Slow-climbing to the unrevealed above, 

I teach. 

Because in passing on the living flame 

That ever brighter burns the ages through, 

I have done service that is worth the name 

Can I but say, " The flame of knowledge grew' 

A little brighter in the hands I taught,” 

1 teach. 

Because I know that when life's end I reach 

And thence pass through the gate so wide and deep 
To what I do not know, save wiiat men Teach, 

That the remembrance of me men will keep 
Is w'hat I ve done; and what I have is naught, 

I teach. 

Louis Burton Woodward 


MONEY TALKS 

1 am twenty-five cents. 

Tm not on speaking terms with the baker; 

1 m too small to buy a quart of ice cream; 

I m not large enough to buy a box of candy; 

I m too small to buy a ticket to a movie; 

Tm hardly fit for a tip, any more. 

But believe me . , . when 1 go to church on Sunday 
1 am considered some money/ 
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Eddy McKean 


f 



It has been said that a girVs life is just a cycle of pins . To 
prove the point, Louise Griffith penned the following lines which 
are reprinted with permission of the author and Today’s Health. 





PIN UP GIRL 


Baby Bunting, 

In rabbit skins, 
Bundled snug 
With safety pins. 

Soon, girlish tresses, 
Blown by winds. 
Held secure 
By bobby pins. 

Next, the glamour 
Search begins — 
Brooches, clips 
And jeweled pins. 

Dancing Deb, 
Round she spins; 
Now she's wearing 
Fraternity pins. 




Since the wedding, 
Hubby's grins 
Tell she’s tops 
With rolling pins. 

Thank you, Doctor 
Gosh, it’s twins! 
Now she’s back 
To safety pins. 



Louise Griffith 


Once I knew a little girl; 
She was 10 going on 11. 
Now' that girl is 58, 
Going on 37! 
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SUGGESTION FOR PEACE 

if there is righteousness in the heart. 

There will be beauty in character. 

If there is beauty in character. 

There will be harmony in the home. 

If there is harmony in the home. 

There will be order in the nation. 

If there is order in the nation. 

There will be peace in the world,” 

Author Unknown 


Dear Don: 

After your "Moment of Silent Prayer' f (to which l listen every 
clay) I sat down and wrote this poem . 

LIVE FOR PEACE 

We hope for Peace and pray for Peace, 

And both of these are good; 

But have you ever really tried 
To Uve for Peace? — You could I 

If each and every one of us, 

Would love his neighbor well 
And trust his God with all his heart, 

And in His love would dwell; 

And cease in ways both large and small 
To strive for power great; 

Be Just to rich and poor alike, 

And never stoop to hate; 

Be kind and thoughtful every day. 

Trust others as you would 

That they should always do to you, 

Thus Live for Peace —you should! 

If homes and towns and cities large 
And lands from shore to shore, 

Would each live the Golden Rule, 

Then wars would be no more! 

Grace C Hauff 
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Arthur Frederic Otis, a regular contributor to The Saturday 
Evening Post and other magazines t as well as The Chicago 
Tribune, gives us permission to reprint his beautiful poem . It 
was originally published by the author in bis own books— tr Casual 
Verse” and "Christmas Songs and other Casual Verse ” 


HEAVEN FOR MOTHERS 

I wonder — does Heaven give mothers 
A sort of a separate place. 

With clothing to mend 
And bruises to tend 
And tears on a very small face? 

And do you suppose there are minutes 
In which there is much to be done. 

When breakfast is rushed 
And curls must be brushed — 

Girls sent off to school on the run? 

And do you suppose there are kitchens 
With boys seeking something to eat. 

And pies, cakes, and jells, 

And heavenly smells. 

Sought out by small pattering feet? 

And will there be rugs to be walked on 
By shoes not too carefully dean, 

And fingermarks small 
On woodwork and wall, 

Right where they are sure to be seen? 

And do you suppose there is darkness, 

With small figures kneeling in white. 

And tales to be told 
And covers to fold 
And hands to be held very tight? 

There must be, for how else would mothers 
Find joy that is promised Above, 

When all of their days 
Are spent finding ways 
Of serving the children they love? 

Arthur Frederic Otis 
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A good friend in the South sent us this prayer — one of 
many devotional pieces written by Air. Wallace Fridy of the Bethel 
Methodist Church, Spartanburg f $ 4 C. 


A MORNING PRAYER 


O God, for another day, for another morning, for another hour, 
for another minute, for another chance to live and serve Thee, 1 
am truly grateful. 

Do Thou this day free me: 

From fear of the future; 

From anxiety of the morrow; 

From bitterness toward anyone; 

From cowardice in face of danger; 

From laziness in face of work; 

From failure before opportunity; 

From weakness when Thy power is at hand. 

But fill me with: 

Love that knows no barrier; 

Courage that cannot be shaken; 

Faith strong enough for the darkness; 

Strength sufficient for my tasks; 

Loyalty to Thy Kingdom's goal; 

Wisdom to meet life’s complexities; 

Power to lift men unto Thee. 


Be Thou with me for another day and use me as Thou wilt; in 
Christ's name 1 pray. Amen. Wallace Fridy 

Copyright I9-H* The Upper Room. Nishvillt, Tchtu Reprinted by pcrmittum. 


m m • 


Clipped from The Sunday School Builder, this poem is 
used by permission of the author and the publication ■ 

A NURSE’S PRAYER 
Because the day that stretches out for me 
Is full of busy hours, I come to Thee 
I o ask Thee, Lord, that Thou wilt see me through 
The many things that I may have to do. 

Help me to make my beds the smoothest way. 

Help me to make more tempting every tray, 

Help me to sense when pain must have relief. 

Help me to deal with those borne down by grief. 

Help me to take to every patient s room 
The Light of Life to brighten up the gloom, 

Help me to bring to every soul in fear 

The sure and steadfast thought that Thou art near. 
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And if today, or, if tonight, maybe, 

Some patients in my care set out to sea 
To face the great adventure we call death, 

Sustain them. Father, in their parting breath. 

Help me to live through this live-long day 
As one who loves Thee well, dear Lord, I pray; 

And when the day is done, and evening stars 
Shine through the dark above the sunset bars, 

When weary quite, I turn to seek my rest, 

Lord, may 1 truly know I’ve done my best. 

Ruth Winant Wheeler 

• « « 

This poem teas clipped from The Ontario Milk Producer 
and sent in by Mrs. Dora F. Gilmour of Burgesvitte, Ontario , 
Canada. Unfortunately, neither know the author. 

MY FARM 

My farm to me, is not just land, 

Where bare, unpainted buildings stand. 

To me my farm is nothing less 
Than all created loveliness. 

My farm is not where 1 must soil 
My hands in endless, dreary toil, 

But where through seed and swelling pod 
Fve learned to walk and talk with God. 

My farm to me is not a place 
Outmoded by a modern race. 

1 tike to think I just see less 
Of evil, greed and selfishness. 

My farm’s not lonely, for all day 
1 hear my children shout at play, 

And here, when age comes, free from fears. 

I’ll live again, long joyous years. 

My farm's a heaven — here dwells rest. 

Security and happiness. 

Whate'er befalls the world outside 
Here faith and hope and love abide. 

And so my farm is not just land 
Where bare, unpainted buildings stand. 

To me, my farm is nothing less 
Than all God s hoarded loveliness. 

Author Unknown 
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A PACKAGE OF SEEDS 
I paid a dime for a package of seeds 
And the clerk tossed them out with a flip. 

"We’ve got 'em assorted for every nun s needs*" 

He said with a smile on his lip. 

'Tansies and poppies and asters and peas! 

Ten cents a package, and pick as you please V 
Now seeds are just dimes to the man in the store 
And the dimes are the things that he needs; 

And I’ve been to buy them in seasons before, 

But have thought of them merely as seeds. 

Hut it flashed through my mind as I took them this time 
You have purchased a miracle here for a dime! 

You’ve a dime's worth of power no man can create 
You’ve a dime's worth of life in your hand! 

You’ve a dime's worth of mystery, destiny, fate. 

Which the wisest cannot understand. 

In this bright little package, now isn't it odd? 

You’ve a dime’s worth of something known only to God! 

Authot Unknown 

* * » 

Written by Christian D, Larson, this creed is the official creed 
of the Optimist International, 

THE OPTIMIST CREED 
PROMISE YOURSELF — 

To be so strong that nothing can disturb your peace of mind. 

To talk health, happiness and prosperity to every person you 
meet. 

To make all your friends feel that there is something in them. 

To look at the sunny side of everything and make your optimism 
come true. 

To think only of the best, to work only for the best and expect 
only the best. 

To be just as enthusiastic about the success of others as you are 
about your own. 

1 o forget the mistakes of the past and press on to the greater 
achievements of the future. 

To wear a cheerful countenance at all times and give every 
living creature you meet a smile. 

lb give so much time to the improvement of yourself that you 
have no time to criticise others. 

To be too large for worry, too noble for anger, too strong for 
fear, and too happy to permit the presence of trouble. 
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HOW TO MEASURE A MAN 

The man's no bigger than the way 
Lie treats his fellow man! 

This standard has his measure been 
Since time itself began. 

He's measured not by race or creed. 

High-sounding though they be; 

Nor by the gold that's put aside; 

Nor by his sanctity* 

He's measured not by social rank. 

When character’s the test; 

Nor by his earthly pomp or show, 

Displaying wealth possessed. 

He's measured by his justice, right; 

His fairness at his play. 

His squareness in all dealings made; 

His honest upright way. 

These are his measures, ever near 
To serve him when they can; 

For man's no bigger than the w r ay 
He treats his fellow man! 

Author Unknown 

* • • 

This selection has been reprinted by many publications, A 
listener clipped it front The Family Circle, 

ELEVEN AGES OF MAN 

The eleven ages of man can be expressed in menu style, 
about like this: 

1. Milk, 

2. Milk and bread. 

3. Milk, eggs, bread, and spinach. 

4. Oatmeal, bread and butter, green apples, and lolly pops. 

5. Ice cream soda and hot dogs. 

6. Minute steak, fried potatoes, coffee, and apple pie. 

7. Bouillon, roast duck, cscalloped potatoes, creamed broccoli, 
fruit salad, fudge sundae, and demitasse. 

8. Pate de foie gras, wiener schnitzel, potatoes Parisienne, 
eggplant a 1'opera, Roquefort cheese, and demitasse. 

9. Two soft-boiled eggs, toast, and milk. 

10, Crackers and milk, 

11. Milk. 


1L A , Courtney 
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Tbh code was ado pied by the mi-W2 student body of 
\des Township High School, Skokie. III., as a guide toward high 
ideals of character and citizenship. 

STUDENT CODE OF ETHICS 

As a foundation for better citizenship, we, the students of Niles 
I ownship High School, desire to preserve our tradition and to en¬ 
courage the advancement of our ideals. 

\\ c regard a person's individuality as one of his most priceless 
possessions. We believe in scholarship, which represents open- 
mindedness toward knowledge and ideals; leadership, which under¬ 
stands the obligations of living in a democracy; service, w'hich 
fosters personal responsibilities; friendliness, which recognizes no 
barriers of race, color or creed; and respect for authority, wdiich 
is a necessity in an organized society. 

As American citizens we realize the need to develop character, 
to promote better government in defense of democracy, and to ac¬ 
cept honesty and spiritual value in every day living. In an effort to 
attain these ideals, we, the students of Niles Township High School, 
submit this code. 

By the acceptance and practice of the following principles, we 
shall recognize a student of Niles Township High School. 

He is honest in all his dealings with others, respecting their 
rights to private property and acquired knowledge. 

He always displays a loyal school spirit by his acts of good 
sportsmanship as participant or spectator. 

He strives to attain high standards of cleanliness of person, 
thought, speech and behavior. 

He observes all rules of safety for himself, as well as for others. 

He avoids damaging and disfiguring any public or private prop¬ 
erty. 

He is respectful, well-mannered and courteous to everyone. 

If he smokes, he will do so only in places permissible for a 
student to smoke. 

He abstains from drinking alcoholic beverages where it would 
reflect upon the school and himself. 

He refrains from organized or open gambling. 

• • • 

MODERN LIVING 

In the dear dead days of recipe books, 

Papa came home and asked "What cooks?" 

Now, when hunger pangs are gnawing 
He walks in and says "What’s thawing?" 
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HI gh on Of* 1 ttat't popularity lilt was the fo//owing ortlcife 
from Hovomber 12 , I9SJ* Jiswo of NEWSWEEK, it was 
• orfgJnoUr antftfftd "He** Me Emitted,** 


WHY I DO NOT ATTEND THE MOVIES 

"The Rev. Grant H. El ford had been mulling over the thin and 
timeworn excuses people give for not going to church. The 31- 
year-old pastor of First Methodist Church in Lake Crystal, Minn, 
(about 85 miles southwest of Minneapolis), had traveled to Pales¬ 
tine earlier this year with Methodist Dr. Ronald Meredith of Fresno, 
Calif., who jokingly told him a few reasons why he didn’t attend 
the movies. 

"The reasons were in satirical imitation of churchgoing excuses, 
and Mr. Elford busily began adding to them. In July, he published 
them in his church bulletin 'to fill space.' Local papers and national 
religious journals picked up 'Why 1 Do Not Attend The Movies’ 
while Mr. Elford sat back to await results. By last week, attendance 
of the 350 members of Mr. Elford’s church had picked up almost 
15 per cent. 

"Here are the reasons: 

1. The manager of the theater never called on me, 

2. I did go a few times, but no one spoke to me. Those who go 
there aren’t very friendly. 

3. Ever)' time l go they ask me for money. 

4. Not all folks live up to the high moral standard of the films. 

5. 1 went so much as a child, I've decided I ve had all the 
entertainment I need, 

6. The performance lasts too long; I can t sit still for an hour 
and three-quarters. 

7. I don't care for some of the people I see and meet at the 
theater. 

8. I don't always agree with what 1 hear and see, 

9. I don't think they have very good music at the theater, 

10. The shows are held in the evening, and that s the only time 
I am able to be at home with the family. 
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At the suggestion of a listener, Don dedicated this poem to 
Patsy Lee and Rick Lifvendahl when they announced their en¬ 
gagement. It is reprinted by permission of E. P. Dutton Co., New 
York City, from Helen Welshimer's book of poems "Singing 
Drums**, 

WEDDING PRAYER 

God, give them length of days to live together 
Upon this earth; and lend them grace, we pray, 

To keep in dignity and peace and splendor 
This bright new house that they have built today. 

Oh, always may the new rooms be encircled 
By walls of love, and may the faith two hold, 

Each in the other, grow with time's Jong passing. 

We do not pray that they shall garner gold 
From years to be . , * Far better to glean wisdom 
Of understanding, and to draw so near 
Each to the other that though storms may threaten 
Their love will keep them guarded from all fear. 

Oh, teach them, God, on this, their bridal day 
To walk love’s path, with fearless eyes, brave, gay; 

To know that two who bear all things together 
Will build a house that shall not pass away. 

# * • Helen Welshtmer 

Although the original author is unknown, this version of 
building a home is used by permission from Steve Ellin gsorfs 
syndicated newspaper column . 

DESIGN FOR A HOME 

Preparation: Invite God to lay the cornerstone. Excavate for 
foundation by removing all doubt, fear and selfishness. 

Construction: Erect a strong framework of faith, supported by 
sturdy beams of deep devotion; lay a stout flooring of sympathetic 
understanding; lath with generosity, insulate with enthusiasm and 
plaster with a sense of humor. 

Shingle the roof with protective kindness and apply siding com¬ 
posed of high hope and great expectation. Chink all cracks and 
crevices with pleasant memories and little family jokes. Build in 
permanent fixtures of honesty and integrity. 

Provide doorways wide enough for the heavy-hearted and the 
merry-hearted to enter. Plan plenty of windows to admit sunshine 
for the joy of living. Carefully weather-strip all openings with 
appreciation. 
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Equip with plumbing adequate for daily cleansing of the spirit; 
install heating apparatus guaranteed to maintain a steady glow- of 
friendly warmth; illuminate with the shining radiance of smiles 
and tears, and ventilate with an unlimited supply of patience. 

Adorn the walls with cheerful courtesy and pave the hearth with 
hospitality. 

Cement the walk with humility and surround the yard with a 
fence of loyalty entered through the gate of gratitude. 

Furnish throughout with love. Insure against disaster by fervent 
prayer for daily guidance. 

Walk right in.,, the place is jours! Unknown 

# • * 

Front one who should know — fudge A , Michael Lepore of 
Union City, N. /. — comes this practical advice for a happy 
marriage, 

11 POINTS FOR A HAPPY MARRIAGE 

1, The very nearest approach to domestic happiness on earth is in 
the cultivation on both sides of absolute unselfishness. 

2, Never both be angry at once. 

3, Never speak loud to one another unless the house is on fire, 

4, Let each one strive to yield oftenest to the wishes of the other. 

5, Let self-denial be the daily aim and practice of each, 

6, Never find fault unless it is perfectly certain that a fault has 
been committed and always speak lovingly. 

7, Never taunt with a past mistake. 

EL Neglect the whole w r orld rather than one another. 

9. Never allow a request to be repeated, 

10. Never make a remark at the expense of each other. 

11. Never part for a day without loving words to think of during 
absence, 

12. Never let the sun go down upon any anger or grievance. 

13. Never meet without a loving welcome. 

14. Never forget the happy hours of early love, 

15. Never sigh over what might have been, but make the best of 
what is. 

16. Never forget that marriage is ordained of GOD, and that His 
blessings alone can make it w'hat it should ever be, 

17. Never be contented till you know you are both walking in the 

same narrow way. At Michael Lepore 
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A PERFECT DAY 


Grandmother, on a winter's day, milked the cows and fed them 
hay, slopped the hogs, saddled the mule, and got the children off 
to school; did the washing, mopped the floors, washed the windows, 
and did some chores; cooked a dish of home-dried fruit, pressed her 
husband's Sunday suit, swept the parlor, made the bed, baked a 
dozen loaves of bread, split some firewood and lugged in enough 
to fill the bin; cleaned the lamps and put in oil, stewed some apples 
she thought would spoil; churned the butter, baked a cake, then 
exclaimed "For heaven's sake, the calves have got out of the pen" 
— went out and chased them in again; gathered the eggs and locked 
the stable; back to the house and set the table, cooked a supper that 
was delicious, and afterward washed up all the dishes; fed the cat 
and sprinkled the clothes, mended a basketful of hose; then opened 
the organ and began to play, "When you come to the end of a 

P er,! " W Author Unknown 

Reprinted by permission of D. R> Me Cleary, 
Editor of PARTS PUPS Magazine, 


YOU TELL ON YOURSELF 

You tell on yourself by the friends you seek. 

By the very manner in which you speak, 

By the way you employ your leisure time, 

By the use you make of dollar and dime. 

You tell what you are by the thing you wear, 

By the spirit in which your burdens bear. 

By the kind of things at w hich you laugh. 

By records you play on the phonograph. 

You tell what you are by the w f ay you w p alk. 

By the things of which you delight to talk, 

By the manner in which you bear defeat, 

By so simple a thing as how r you eat. 

By the books you choose for the well-filled shelf; 

In these ways and more, you tell on yourself, 

So there's really no particle of sense 
In any effort at false pretense. 

Author Unknown 
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A member of the Breakfast Club staff — an indefatigable 
worker behind the scenes — wrote ami dedicated this poem to all 
young* Breakfast Clubbers, 

THAT THING CALLED MIDDLE-AGE 

I often marvel at discussions 
That groups of people wage 
About a definition 
For that thing called "middle-age". 

Some say it's Just a state of mind 
Others say it's physical 
As the argument grows hotter 
My mind becomes more quizzical. 

Is a woman showing middle age 
When things go against her grain? 

Is father showing certain signs 
When he plays with Junior's train? 

Perhaps a man is middle-aged 
When he's cranky, gives no leeways 
But has a woman reached that point 
When her 2-w'ay stretch goes 3-ways? 

Is a woman middle-aged who frets 
'Bout wrinkles in her face? 

Or a husband, when he warms his seat 
Before a fireplace? 

Fve listened to the pros and cons 
But nothing seems to fit it: 

For when you ask who’s middle-aged 
No one will admit it! 

So I've decided that there's just 
One answer for this row; 

Middle-age is that time of life 
Ten years older than you are now! 

Eddy McKean 

• it 

O, Justice, thou art truly blind 
To leave this want unheeded. 

Why aren't there parking meters in 
The phone booths, where they're needed? 
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f 'My granddaughter was half past six years old and her shier 
was five when l wrote the following story ” writes Lionel B* 
Moses . 'T heir mother read it to them because they were asking 
embarrassing questions about Santa Claus< Then 20 years later you 
read it to millions. Now my granddaughter is about ready to read 
it to her fire year old daughter” 


THE TRUTH ABOUT SANTA CLAUS 

The most stupid falsehood that ever wounded the trusting heart 
of childhood is the smug "admission" that there is no Santa Claus, 
When we tell a child that Santa Claus comes on Christmas Eve, we 
tell a truth so beautiful that it is difficult to believe anyone could 
do such a wicked thing as to tarnish that truth. 

Anyone who tells a child that DADDY is Santa Claus is helping 
to spoil Christmas for the whole world. Daddy indeed! He flatters 
himself. He may be the finest Daddy in the land — but he isn’t 
Santa Claus. Can Daddy touch the heart of all the world, and for 
a day make loving kindness bloom where only selfishness and greed 
appeared before? No; only Santa Claus can do that. 

And there's a special reason for using jolly old St. Nicholas as 
the surest symbol of a blessed and very real thing. All our lives, 
truths are placed before us in symbolic form — not to deceive us, 
but to impress the truth upon us more convincingly. And, of course, 
when we are very young we comprehend only what we can see, feel, 
hear, smell, or taste. Who ever thought a child was being deceived 
when Mother said — "Bundle up warmly before you go out, or 
Jack Frost will nip your ears"? 

The day your child "learns the truth about Santa Claus" should 
be your opportunity for one of the happiest heart-to-heart talks of 
a lifetime — your opportunity to teach the deeper, holier truth 
about Christmas; the truth of the deathless power of love, returning 
year after year. 

Hang up a stocking on Christmas Eve? Certainly! Do you dare 
to say that on that holy night no returning spirit of the Babe of 
Bethlehem enters your home, blots out unkind thoughts, bids us 
give gifts as the Wise Men did, and spreads peace on earth to men 
of good will? 

Call the Spirit what you will. Every word w'e tell the babies is 
the living blessed truth. It is a Spirit that brings the gifts „ . , and 
for my part I love the dear old name we have always used. I still 
believe in Santa Claus. 

Lionel B, Moses 
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Originally published in The Saturday Evening Post, the 
author permits us to reprint his poem here. 

BLUEPRINT FOR A BOY 

This is the way that a boy is built — 

A regular boy with fists atilt; 

He's a fusion of flier, frontiersman, marine, 

With wail of a siren on a fire-bound machine; 

A traditional David with hand on a stone; 

A tempter of strays with lure of a bone; 

A tightrope walker on top of a fence; 

A barbarous chieftain from buffalo tents; 

Bravest in battle, but living in dread 
Of a merciless mother soaping his head. 

He's a mingling of bedlam, of moonbeams, and sun; 

A thoroughbred, reined in and ready to run; 

An aristocrat leveled by leaven of soil. 

With a trick of dissolving at mention of toil; 

A mixture of worry, of comfort and bother; 

Of love for his mother, of faith in his father. 

He's a welding of rebel in need of a rod 
With an innocent angel speaking to God. 

Praise be to parents who hew to the line 
And pattern their boy to a standard design! 

And God pity parents who bungle the plan, 

For this is the method of making a man! 

Louis /. Sanker 

lift 

EIGHT REASONS 

There is usually ONE reason why a MAN buys something to 
wear. But with a woman, it might be any one of EIGHT reasons. 

( 1 ) Because her husband says she can't have it. 

(2) Because it wdll make her look thin. 

(3) Because it comes from Paris. 

(4) Because the neighbors can’t afford it. 

(3) Because it is different. 

(6) Because nobody has one. 

(7) Because everybody has one. 

(8) BECAUSE. 

Author Unknown 
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This poem was contributed by the author, a radio executive 
of an Eastern station, 


MOTHER S DAY 

Sophisticates may scoff and say that Mother s Day is clothed 
In sentiment; perhaps it’s so — I don't know* 

1 only know it is not so with me. 

One day a year for one so dear is small indeed 

To honor well a friend in need — for that she is . . * eternally. 

Throughout her span of life she gives and guides. 

And loves and cheers. Who else does kid the heart-worn tears 
That spring from joy and misery — and leave behind, 

No doubts nor fears, but comfort's ease upon the mind? 

Have not her gentle voice and smile, clutched at your heart 
Once in a while? When life has seemed both dark and bleak 
Has not her pure love pierced you deep — stealing its way 
Like a welcome breeze on a sultry day? 

In this unhappy vale of tears such unsought love deserves not sneers* 
Why, a single days tribute is just a confession 
That betokens the poverty of human expression. 

How can we measure anyone so fine when something of God makes 
a mother divine? 

When she passes away to immortal slumber, 

Her semblances in Nature are countless in number. 

Her strength in the furrowed field you'll see — 

Her quiet calm mind in a shaded glade —- 
Her laughter rippling in every tree — 

Her wondrous eyes are stars in the skies. 

Sit dow n sometime in twilight's glow, ere the eve draws her drap¬ 
eries in. 

And watch her dulcet loveliness show p its mellow' colors as they've 
always been. 

The spectrum swells in a world of tints and shades. And before 
your very eyes, 

Parades the paradise of days gone by, and a feeling, half sweet, 
half sad, 

Lnwraps your heart. These recollections will never pass, 

Because she's never gone, you see, but serves in ceaseless memory. 
Of all the people in this w r orld. There can never be another, 
Whose faith and hope and Jove can equal those of your own mother. 

H. E> Winters 


Page Twenty* I our 


1 



This poem was written by a clergyman t who for various rea - 
sons, prefers to remain unidentified . 

DON'T QUIT 

When things go wrong, as they sometimes will. 

When the road you're trudging seems all uphill, 

When the funds are low and the debts are high, 

And you want to smile, but you have to sigh. 

When care is pressing you down a bit — 

Rest if you must, but don't you quit* 

Life is queer with its twists and turns, 

As every one of us sometimes learns. 

And many a fellow turns about 

When he might have won had he stuck it out* 

Don't give up though the pace seems slow — 

You may succeed with another blow. 

Often the goal is nearer than 
It seems to a faint and faltering man; 

Often the straggler has given up 

When he might have captured the victor's cup; 

And he learned too late when the night came dow f n, 

How close he was to the golden crown* 

Success is failure turned inside out — 

The silver tint of the clouds of doubt, 

And you never can tell how close you are, 

It may be near when it seems afar; 

So stick to the fight when you are hardest hit, — 

It's when things seem worst that you mustn't quit* 

Anonymous 

• * « 

WHISTLING TEA KETTLE 
1 may be short on glamor 
By Hollywood's swank code, 

With hair that's far from Titian 
And wardrobe not en mode; 

But my morale is lifted 
When 1 prepare my tea, 

At least my bright tea kettle 
Whistles at me! 


Sell Griffith Wilson 
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O PROMISE ME 

O promise me that when rhe first intense excitement has died 
away* and the first bright luster of our association has dulled, you 
will recall that this was your idea as much as mine. 

That you will always believe me to be the most desirable, and 
that the appearance of possession will not lull that desire with sleep. 

That our dreams of a "Different Marriage" can still come true, 
if we both but try, and keep on trying* 

You will remember the time you said "It takes two to quarrel,” 
and I answered you, "Yes, and it takes two to get along.” 

You will once more meditate on the theories we expanded in 
soft hushed tones — that marriage merely gave us an option on 
each other, and both of us would try to keep that option desirable 
above all other things. 

You will forever believe that those "Magic Words'' were truly 
magic, and while they granted us rights, they blessed and sanctioned 
our privileges. 

You will never forget that 1 am just a human being, possessed 
of all the frailties and faults which love once glossed over. 

You will never fail to grant me the kindness you extended so 
willingly to your most casual friends. 

And that as the years roll by, you will often say, I love you 
more — and more — and more -— 

As I have promised you* 

Author Unknown 

• • * 

GRAMMAR IN RHYME 

A noun's the name of anything. 

As school or garden, hoop, or swing. 

Adjectives tell the kind of noun. 

As great, small, pretty, white, or brown. 

Instead of nouns the pronouns stand: 

Their hands, your face, its paw, his hand. 

Verbs tell of something done: 

You read, count, sing, laugh, jump, or run. 

How things are done the adverbs tell; 

As slowly, quickly, ill or well. 

Conjunctions, join the words together; 

As men and women, wind or weather. 
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The preposition stands before 
A noun in or through a door. 

The interjection shows surprise; 

As ho, how pretty ! Ah, how wise! 

From "What's The Good Word—A New Way 
to Better English” by Maxwell Numberg, 
published by Simon and Schuster, Inc . 

* * • 

THE MORNING AFTER— WIFE SPEAKING 

Good morning, my bright international mate, 

My outstanding genius in problems of state, 

I trust all is clear in that wonderful mind. 

Which last night remodeled the whole of mankind. 

Your handling of Russia, the Ruhr, Palestine, 

And China and Greece; it was masterly, fine! 

You're sure to be named as "The Man of the Year!” 

Here's four or five aspirins — swallow them, dear. 

Awake, my fine songster! It's well on toward noon, 

All morning Tve waited, just hoping you'd croon, 

A measure from "Chloe" or "Deep Rolling Sea,” 

Which last night you sang until half after three. 

You wakened the neighbors, you tripped on the mat 
And one of your props was your hostess's hat. 

I'm sure she will want you again for tonight — 

The life of the party, whenever you're tight. 

Arise, my sweet prince, but be careful, don't skid, 

Arise and consider the things that you did. 

The uprooted garden, the splintered garage; 

It sounded just like an old-fashioned barrage, 

Go see your hostess — and carry a check, 

1 think if you sign it just "Pain in the Neck” 

The bank will OK it — it would have to be you — 

The clowm that went beserk "twixt davm and the dew,” 

So drink up that seltzer, you chattering drone. 

It's said to be good for a splintering dome, 

1 wish 1 were Sandow; how far w r ould 1 throw you 
For the next thirty days please pretend 1 don't know you. 

My juvenile jackass, my dim-witted duffer, 

You say you feel awful? —Well, doggone you, suffer. 

George Seagrove 
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All-Time Favorites ^ 

By popular request, Breakfast Club's All-Time Memory Time 
selections are reprinted on the following pages. Each is identified , 
as close as possible, by the year in which it was first read on 
Breakfast Club t 

• it 



Soon qffer Mil* delightful poem appeared Jit THE COMPAN¬ 
ION. official publication of the FroncJjeaq Father* of Ju¬ 
ft ft dJaita, Carolyn N. Schwab published If a* a book. 


THE MISCHIEVOUS ANGEL 

Her impish eyes were round and blue, 

Her red-gold curls were impish too; 

The Mischievous Angel w r as her name 
Of every task, she'd make a game. 

Her robe was always slightly soiled; 

Her upturned nose, some smudges spoiled; 
Her halo was usually awry, 

Almost concealing her right eye. 

To God, Who sat upon His throne, 

She prayed in sw eet angelic tone. 

Asking Him for lovely w eather 
While tickling Matthew' with a feather* 

Then she’d scamper from cloud to cloud, 
Gaily gossiping with Heaven’s crow'd; 
Nothing harmful, or mean, or small. 

Just good, kind words, for one and all* 

Mary shook her beautiful head. 

When Mischievous Angel made her bed; 

She never tucked the corners in 

Nor smoothed the hollow's where she’d been* 

Kind Joseph, now, was worried, too. 

At things Mischievous Angel’d do; 

Whene’er he looked for saw' or nails 
He'd find them in her little pails* 
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M I w ant to carpenter a bit," 

She said, when asked w hy she did it, 

"I want to plan it all alone, 

A house for our Dog Star — his own!" 

St* Peter tried to keep his book 
So dean and neat, but w hen he’d look 
Within, he’d see her fingerprints 
And long to use "Some Spanking Hints*" 

Gabriel would lift his horn to blow' 

But not a sound from it would flow! 

He'd press the stops, then, with a shout 
Pull Mischievous Angel’s slingshot out, 

Abraham watched with frowning face 
This Angel, push a star from place. 

As it went shooting dow n to earth 
She shook with most unholy mirth, 

Michael, with his flaming sword 
Guarded the gates, but, never bored, 

Watched smilingly, as oft she came 
With water to put out the flame* 

When Mischievous Angel hid the keys 
That opened the pearly gates with ease. 

Poor Job, whose patience you all know r 
Said: "This is IT . . . she’ll have to go!” 

They called a meeting, with God presiding; 

He said: "She could stand subdividing, 

IT! pm part of her into each small child. 

So Heaven will be peaceful and mild*” 

So that's why little girls and boys 
Are never satisfied with toys* 

Mischievous Angel won’t find rest 
Till she's altogether * , * a Heavenly Pest! 

Carolyn H* Schwab 
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Top Memory Tin it potm tor 1949 wm written by Cttmf/J* 
Kcmpfer GiUfn of Elm/ro, H. IT* She i fijri h*r MffJ* boy doos 
it* fb* v*/y fMugj she desfirfbei Jn fb« foMowing vtr*«* 


THAT LITTLE BOY OF MINE 

Somewhere Eve lost an angel and Eve an Indian in his place, 

A savage who neglects to comb his hair and wash his face* 

He tears in thru" the front door in his rubbers, mud and all 
And drops his wraps on the sofa or the stairs, or in the hall. 

I find him lying on the ground when with snow and slush it's soggy 
And I bribe and reprimand him until my brain is foggy. 

His eyes are bright with mischief, his grin is wide and sparkling. 

He can t sit still to eat his meals and "butts in" while we’re talking. 
He forgets to take his clarinet on the day that he's to play, 

Tells me AT NOON on Hallowe’en, T’m to wear a costume today.” 
His pockets are always bulging with various gadgets and junk 
Each washday 1 collect enough to fill a traveler's trunk. 

There's always an open shoelace to drag along the floor and 
His shirt tail hangs for all to see, — I CANT TELL HIM ANY¬ 
MORE. 

If I'm not on hand when he retires, his P.J/s remain under his 
pillow, 

While over the top of his night-stand his drawings and Comic 
Books billow. 

Oh I could go on for hours about the change I see in my son, 

Or 1 could write a book on it and my story w'ould have just begun. 

But then, at night, when all are asleep and l tiptoe into his room. 
And stoop to kiss "goodnight" the cheek so warm in Boyhood's 
bloom, 

I see again the Angel child God entrusted to my care. 

And I thank Him over and over again for that little boy sleeping 
there. 

For, all too soon he will be a man, with worries and cares like mine. 
So I pray for strength and guidance to build a character strong 
and fine. 

This phase chat he is passing through will soon be a memory sweet, 
Which I 11 treasure with those memories that make life complete* 
The pride of my life he'll always be, the joy of his mother’s heart. 
Lntil, in this book our lives fill, a page is turned and we part. 

Camille Kempfer Giltbi 
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Originally pubthhed In THE CHICAGO SUN. now the SUN- 
TIMES, ihlt poem woi written by a Chicago motbtfr of two 
children, 5b* bos hod a number of poems published and bos 
* written meter/at for stage, radio ond television* 


THE WORLD IS MINE 

Today, upon a bus, I saw a lovely girl with golden hair* 

I envied her, she seemed so gay, and wished I were as fair. 
When suddenly she rose to leave, I saw her hobble down the 
aisle; 

She had one leg, and wore a crutch, and as she passed—a smile* 
O God, forgive me when I whine* 

I have two legs. The world is mine* 

And then I stopped to buy some sweets* 

The lad who sold them had such charm, 

I talked with him — he seemed so glad — 

If 1 were lace, ’twould do no harm. 

And as 1 left he said to me: T thank you* You have been so 
kind* 

"It's nice to talk with folks like you. You see", he said, Tm 
blind*” 

O God, forgive me when I whine* 

I have two eyes* The world is mine* 

Later, walking down the street, I saw a child with eyes of blue* 
He stood and watched the others play; it seemed he knew not 
what to do* 

I stopped a moment, then I said: "Why don’t you join the 
others, dear?” 

He looked ahead without a word, and then I knew — he could 
not hear* 

O God forgive me when I whine. 

I have two ears* The world is mine* 

With legs to take me where I’d go — 

With eyes to see the sunset’s glow — 

With ears to hear what I would know — 

O God, forgive me when I whine* 

I'm blessed indeed* The world is mine! 

Dot Aaron 
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Clipped fro m a publication of the American Seaman'% Friend 
Society, the following ten point j hove been much In demand 
* by member* ®f social, civic and church orgoflliaf/om 


"TEN WAYS TO KILL A SOCIETY"' 

L Don't come to the meetings. 

2* If you do come, come late. 

3 + If the weather doesn r suit you, don't think of coming, 

4. If you attend a meeting, find fault with the work of the officers 
and other members, 

5. Never accept an office, as it is easier to criticize than to do 
things, 

6. Nevertheless, feel hurt if you are not appointed on the com¬ 
mittee; but if you are, do not attend committee meetings, 

7. If asked by the chairman to give your opinion on some matter, 
tell her you have nothing to say* After the meeting tell every¬ 
one how things ought to have been done. 

8. Do nothing more than is absolutely necessary, but, when 
members roll up their sleeves and willingly, unselfishly use 
their ability to help matters along, say that the society is run 
by a clique. 

9. Hold back your dues as long as possible — or, don't pay at all. 

10. Don t bother about getting new members. Let someone else 
do it* 

Author Unknown 


WOMAN DRIVER 

A woman who drives from 
The back seat of the car. 

Is the subject of song, quip and fable; 

But you'll have to admit 

She's no worse than the man 

Who cooks from the dining room table! 

Harrison A, Miller 
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Clothed In anonymity by a practical churchman, fh|j poem 
has been widely reprinted. Each time Don features it at 
f * Memory time. It attract! on ovalaitcfro of moll. 


IT ISN'T THE CHURCH — ITS YOU 

If you want to have the kind of a church 
Like the kind of a church you like. 

You needn't slip your clothes in a grip 
And start on a long, long hike. 

You'll only find what you left behind, 

For there’s nothing really new\ 

Its a knock at yourself when you knock your church; 

It isn’t the church — it's you! 

When every thing seems to be going wrong. 

And trouble seems everywhere brewing; 

When prayer meeting, young people’s meeting, and all, 

Seem simmering slowly — stew ing, 

Just take a look at yourself and say, 

’’What’s the use of being blue?” 

Are you doing your "bit” to make things "hit”? 

It isn’t the church — it’s you. 

It’s really strange sometimes, don't you know. 

That things go as w r ell as they do, 

When we think of the little —the very small mite — 

We add to the work of the few. 

We sit, and stand ’round, and complain of what’s done, 

And do very little but fuss. 

Are we bearing our share of the burdens to bear? 

It isn't the church — It’s us. 

So, if you w f ant to have the kind of a church 
Like the kind of a church you like. 

Put off your guile, and put on your best smile. 

And hike, my brother, just hike. 

To the work in hand that has to be done — 

The work of saving a few. 

It isn’t the church that is wrong, my boy 
It isn’t the church — it’s you! 

Anonymous 
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J have a prayer," write* Mrs. Julian Bloat faHard of 
Ho niton, Terns, "a prayer that f l m stare Mother prayed be¬ 
fore I wfl( born, f found ft pasted in an old coo* boot. It 
does not give the author's name but Cm sure ft was clipped 
from THE KANSAS CITY STAtt 


A WOMANS PRAYER 

(For the Child to Come) 


God, 1 am going down to find a little soul, a thing that shall be 
mine as no other thing in the world has been mine. 

Keep me for my child's life. Bring me through my hour strong 
and well for the sake of my baby. 

Prepare me for real motherhood. Preserve my mind from doubts, 
and worries, and all fearsome misgivings, that I may not stain my 
thoughts with cowardice, for my child's sake. 

Drive all angers and impurities, all low and unworthy feelings 
from me, that the little mind that is forming may become a brave, 
clean wrestler in this world of dangers. 

And, God, when the child lies in my arms, and draws his life 
from me, and when his eyes look up to mine, to learn what this new f 
world is like, I pledge Thee the child shall find reverence in me, 
and no fear; truth and no shame; love strong as life and death, 
and no hates nor petulancies. 

God, make my baby love me. I ask no endowments for excel¬ 
lencies for my child, but only that the place of motherhood, once 
given me, may never be taken from me. As long as the soul lives 
that 1 shall bring forth, let there be in it one secret shrine that shall 
always be mother's. 

Give the child a right, clean mind, and a warm, free soul. 

Ana I promise Thee that 1 shall study the child, and seek to find 
what gifts and graces Thou has implanted, and to develop them. I 
shall respect the child’s personality, 

I am but Thy little one, O Father, 1 fold my hands and put 
them between Thy hands, and say, "Give me a normal baby, and 
make me a normal mother.” 

Amen. 
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TfiPte IF*** were found In the poisesston of numerous boys 
- . sol Wfl ' 


wIiV*# i'jVm flip 'boif IfSaMf of World War If. Mi** Frances 
Awermayer of Kanto* City , who wrote "Conversion , re* 
*h» It iff// rccefvfno remiffif* for copies of ** J < 


CONVERSION 

Look, God, I have never spoken to You. 

But now — I want to say, "how do You do. M 
You see, God, they told me You didn't exist. 

And like a fool — I believed all of this. 

Last night from a shell-hole J saw Your sky — 
l figured right then, they had told me a lie. 

Had 1 taken time to see the things You made. 

I'd known they weren't calling a spade a spade. 

1 wonder, God, if You'd shake my hand. 

Somehow — 1 feci that You will understand. 

Funny, — I had to come to this hellish place, 

Before I had the time to see Your Face, 

Well, I guess there isn't much more to say. 

But Fm sure glad, God, 1 met You today. 

I guess the "zero hour 11 will soon be here. 

But I’m not afraid since 1 know You're near. 

The signal! — Well, God — I'll have to go, 

1 like You lots, — This 1 want You to know* 

Look, now — this will be a horrible fight. 

Who knows — I may come to Your House tonight. 

Though I wasn't friendly with You before 
1 wonder, God — if You'd wait at Your Door. 

Look — I'm crying! Me! — Shedding tears! 

I wish I’d known You these many years. 

Well, I will have to go now, God — goodbye. 

Strange — since 1 met You — I'm not afraid to die. 

Frances Anger may er 
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Whot dad or mother catltd resist thii poignant tittle verso? 
ft wot originally submitted by a North Dakota it it oner and 
* Don Acs never been able to find the author. 


THE LITTLE BOY WHO DIDN’T PASS 

A sad faced little fellow, sits alone in deep disgrace; 

There's a lump arising in his throat and tears drop down his face* 

He wandered from his playmates; he doesn't want to hear 
Their shouts of merry laughter, since the world has lost its cheer* 

He has sipped the cup of sorrow; he has dripped the bitter glass 
And his heart is fairly breaking — the boy who didn't pass* 

In the apple tree the robin sings a cheery little song 

But he doesn't seem to hear it* Showing plainly something's wrong. 

Comes his faithful little Spaniel for a romp and a bit of play. 

But the troubled little fellow r bids him sternly "go away!” 

And alone he sits in sorrow w ith his hair a tangled mass 
And his eyes are red with weeping — the boy who didn't pass. 

Oh, you w'ho boast a laughing son, and speak of him as bright; 

And you, who love a little girl who comes to you at night, 

With shining eyes and dancing feet with honors from her school. 

Turn to that lonely lad that thinks he is a fool 

And take him kindly bv the hand, the dullest of his class. 

He is the one who most needs love — the boy who didn't pass! 

Author Unknown 

m m m 



Mast anthologies published since 1942 Include Nit* beautiful 
poem, It i s from the author's booh of poems which bears 
• * the some title os the poem. 


THE TOUCH OF THE MASTER'S HAND 

Twas battered and scarred, and the auctioneer 
Thought it scarcely worth his while 
To waste much time on the old violin, 

But he held it up with a smile, 

"What am I bid, good folks,” he cried, 

"Who'll start the bidding for me?” 

"A dollar, a dollar"; then, "Two! Only two? 
Two dollars, and who'll make it three? 
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Three dollars, once; three dollars, twice; 

Going for three—” but no, 

From the room, far back, a gray-haired man 
Came forward and picked up the bow-; 

Then, wiping the dust from the old violin, 

And tightening the loose strings, 

He played a melody pure and sweet 
As a caroling angel sings* 

The music ceased, and the auctioneer. 

With a voice that was quiet and low r . 

Said: "What am S bid for the old violin?” 

And he held it up with the bow, 

"A thousand dollars, and w'ho'Il make it two? 

Two thousand ! And who'll make it three? 

Three thousand once, three thousand, twice, 

And going, and gone,” said he. 

The people cheered, hut some of them cried, 

"We do not quite understand 

What changed its w-orth." Swift came the reply: 

"The touch of a master's hand,” 

And many a man with life out of tune. 

And battered and scarred with sin, 

Is auctioned cheap to the thoughtless crowed. 

Much like the old violin, 

A "mess of pottage,” a glass of wine; 

A game — and he travels on* 

He is "going” once, and "going" twice. 

He's "going" and almost "gone,” 

But the Master comes, and the foolish crowd 
Never can quite understand 

The worth of a soul and the change that's wrought 
By the touch of the Master's hand* 

From "The Touch of the Master's Hand,” 
by Myra Brooks Welch , Brethren 
Publishing House, Elgin, III., 19J1. 
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Thit poem waj respomibFp for preventing a divorce action. 
A woman, who had sen* the children to Aer motAer and' had 
pocked her clothes. was waiting f or a cob when lAe hoard 
V f '’PrccawHan'' read ot Memory Tim*. It touched her so 
deeply that »he dismissed the cab when it arrived, unpacked 
and sent for the children. 


PRECAUTION 

They say a wife and husband, bit by bit. 

Can rear between their lives a mighty wall. 

So thick they cannot talk with ease through it, 
Nor can they see across, it stands so tall! 


Its nearness frightens them, but each alone 
Is powerless to tear its bulk away. 

And each, dejected, wishes he had known 
For such a wall, some magic thing to say. 

So let us build with master art, my dear, 

A bridge of faith your life and mine, 

A bridge of tenderness, and very near 
A bridge of understanding, strong and fine— 

Till we have formed so many lovely ties 
There never will be room for walls to rise. 

Elaine Em am 




m « 


POEM 


A lightning bug is brilliant. 
But he hasn't any mind. 

He flutters through existence 
With his headlight on behind! 
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1941 ! 


If a Breakfast Club vote was over taken to name the ene 
mas# popular Memory T/me poem, »!• ewfomtlM at the 
mystery of life would certainly rate htgh. The authoress, a 
Rr»akiast Club fan and world traveler, says It has been 


TO A CHILD THAT ENQUIRES 

How did you come to me, my sweet? 

From the land that no one knows 

Did Mr. Stork bring you here on his wings? 

Or were you born in the heart of a rose? 

Did an angel fly with you down from the sky? 

Were you found in a gooseberry patch? 

Did a fairy bring you from fairyland 
To my door that was left on the latch? 

No, my darling was born of a wonderful love, 

A love that was Daddy's and mine, 

A love that was human, but deep and profound 
A love that was almost divine. 

Do you remember, sweetheart, when we went to the Zoo 
And we saw the big bear with the grouch. 

And the tigers and lions and that tall kangaroo, 

That carried her babes in a pouch? 

Do you remember I told you she kept them there safe 
From the cold and the wind 'till they grew 
Big enough to take care of themselves? 

And, dear heart, that's just how I fust cared for you. 

I carried you under my heart, my sweet, 

And 1 sheltered you safe from alarms, 

'Till one wonderful day, the dear God looked down 
And my darling lay safe in my arms. 

Olga Petrova 
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pere ore same poems which Breakfast Cibbers eipeet Doe 
fa read each fear. One at these h Anne Campbell't ei* 
• pin/iaffon at a mother to her adopted child. 


TO AN ADOPTED CHILD 

Dear, do not weep* By every act of mine 

I am your mother * * . by my sleepless nights 

By every step in the long day's design 

That 1 have taken; by the sweet delights 

Of your blessed companionship; by the dear gaze, 

By all my care in your beginning days; 

Your warm, soft body held against my breast 
Warmed me and dried my disappointed tears* 

You made a real home of our lonely nest* 

Now we look forward to the fruitful years 
With you beside us bearing in your hands 
The love that every mother heart demands* 

1 am your mother, though you may not be 
Mesh of my flesh* Our love goes deeper still. 

You are my heart's adopted part of me. 

I am your mother by the power of will* 

Because 1 did not want to walk alone *,* 

From the whole w-orld, 1 chose you for my own* 

Anne Campbell 
Reprinted by special permission of the 
author and The Detroit News 
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Another "once-a-year 1 ' reading is Edgar A. Guest's sympa¬ 
thetic and spiritual men age to parents who have lost a 
• • child. 


TO ALL PARENTS 

FII lend you for a little time a child of mine,” he said. 

"For you to love the while he lives, and mourn for when he’s dead* 
It may be for six or seven years, or twenty-two or three; 

But will you, till I call him back, take care of him for Me? 

He’ll bring his charms to gladden you; and should his stay be brief, 
You’ll have his lovely memories as solace for your grief* 

1 cannot promise he will stay since all from earth return. 

But there are lessons taught down there I want this child to learn, 
I've looked the wide world over, in my search for teachers true, 
And from the throngs that crowd life's lanes I have selected you* 

Now w ill you give him all your love nor think the labor vain, 

Nor hate Me when I come to call, to take him back again?" 

I fancied that l heard them say, 'Dear Lord, Thy wall be done, 

For all the joy Thy child will bring the risk of grief we’ll run* 

We’ll shelter him with tenderness, well love him w-hile we may 
And for the happiness we have known forever grateful stay; 

But shall the angels call him much sooner than we’ve planned, 
We'll brave the bitter grief that comes and try to understand.’ 1 

This poem is from the book All In A Lifetime 
by Edgar A * Guest , Copyright 1938 by 
The Reilly & Lee Co. f Chicago. 
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A poem read on ArmttHe* Day, 1917. ittlt rankt g> an atl- 
tlma favorite. If was written. offer a vfilf to ffre Unknown 
So Idler" i Tomb of Arlington Noflonof Cemetery, JUesan^rjo. 
# * t Vo., by Emma G. Schott. 


THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER’S DREAM 

Through the solemn silence, under the pale moonbeams, 

The unknown soldier's wrapped in memories and dreams: 

But hush! Who comes with slow, faltering step? 

1 is a lonely mother, eyes dimmed with tears unwept* 

He smiles, he calls, for he dreams of his mother there: 

And she, trembling and kneeling, whispers for him a prayer. 

He speaks, (she hears), "Mother* clasp me dose once more, 

A fond embrace in memory, as thy soul is want to soar, 11 

Ihen hark! Comes another dream of the sound of marching feet; 
Again the call to service, and the loud drum beat; 

They pause, and with emotion bow their heads, 

Whilst he returns the smart salute they gave the hallowed dead. 

Then majestic music penetrates that imposing sacred grave; 

’Tis "The Star Spangled Banner” — oh, long may it wave 
O’er the soldier and mother, both loyal and brave. 

Symbolic of service w-hich they unstintingly gave. 

The sweet strains seem to carry him to another peaceful land, 
And each Buddy greets him, with firm clasp of hand. 

The mother's tears flow freely at that reunion grand, 

All present and accounted for, the roll of a gallant band. 

Soon the stars fade, and the figures vanish away, 

Some with a solemn air, others in manner gay. 

But the two still w r atch the procession to the Eternal Way, 

Their souls now' forever united, on this, their Armistice Day* 

Emma C. Schaff 
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Originally tent In at an attanymeui poem. eatlfUd"t Love 
f fli i , f# w at only recently properly identified. Heverthe- 


THIS IS FRIENDSHIP 

I love you not only for what you are 

But for what 1 am when I'm with you; 

I love you not only for what you have made 

Of yourself but what you are making of me; 

1 love you for putting your hand into my 

Heaped up heart and passing over all the 
Foolish weak things you can't help dimly 
Seeing there, and draw ing out in the light 
All the beautiful belongings that no one 
Else had looked quite far enough to find; 

I love you because you are helping me to 

Make of the lumber of my life, not a tavern. 

But a temple, out of the w-ork of my everyday 
Life, not a reproach, but a song; 

I love you because you have done more than 

Any creed could have done to make me good 
And more than any fate could have done to 
Make me happy; 

You have done it without a touch, without a 
Word, without a sigh; 

You have done it by being yourself. 

Perhaps that is what being a friend means after all. 

Mary Carolyn Davies 
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A Maryland mother of two sent #M* se/ectro/i to £>on shortly 
otter Tommy McNeill was born. She wrote, 4 Tou mcry not 
find that tt applies to yourseff. but we oJj forge# at ttmei 
• on d expect nrneh more of fftf/e ones then we thouid." 


A FATHER S CONFESSION TO HIS SON 
Listen, Son: 

I am saying this to you as you He asleep, one little paw crumpled 
under your cheek and the blond curls stickily wet an your damp 
forehead, I have stolen into your room alone. Just a few minutes 
ago, as I sat reading my paper in the library, a hor, stifling wave 
of remorse swept over me. I could not resist it. Guiltily 1 came to 
your bedside. These are the things I was thinking, son: 

1 had been cross to you. J scolded you as you were dressing for 
school because you gave your face merely a dab with a towel, I took 
you to task for not cleaning your shoes. I called out angrily when 
I found you had thrown some of your things on the floor. 

At breakfast I found fault too. You spilled things. You gulped 
down your food. You put your elbows on the table. You spread 
butter too thick on your bread. And as you started off to play and 
1 made for niy train, you turned and waved a little hand and called, 
"'Goodbye/ 1 and 1 frowned, and said, "Hold your shoulders back." 

Then it hegan all over again in the late afternoon. As I came up 
the hill road I spied you down on your knees playing marbles. There 
were holes in your stockings. 1 humiliated you before your boy¬ 
friends by making you march ahead of me back to the house. Stock¬ 
ings were expensive — and if you had to buy them you would be 
more careful! Imagine that, son, from a father! 

Do you remember, lately, when I was reading in the library, how 
you came in, softly, timidly, with a sort of hurt, hunted look in your 
eyes? When 1 glanced up over my paper, impatient at (he interrup¬ 
tion, you hesitated at the door, “What is it you want?" I snapped. 

You said nothing, but ran across in one tempestuous plunge; 
and threw your arms around my neck and kissed me, again and 
again, and your small arms tightened with an affection that God has 
set blooming in your heart and which even neglect could not wither. 
And then you were gone, pattering up the stairs. 

Well, son, it was shortly afterwards that my paper slipped from 
my hands and a terrible sickening fear came over me. Suddenly 1 
saw myself as I really was, in all my horrible selfishness. 

What bad habit been doing to me? The habit of complaining, 
of finding fault, of reprimanding — all of these were my rewards 
to you for being a boy. It was not that I did not love you* it was 
that I expected so much of youth. 
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And there was so much that was good, and fine, and true in your 
character. You did not deserve my treatment of you, son. All 
this w as showm by your spontaneous impulse to rush in and kiss me 
goodnight. Nothing else matters tonight, so I have come to your 
bedside in the darkness, and I have knelt there, choking with emo¬ 
tion, and so ashamed! It is a feeble atonement. I know you would 
not understand these things if I cold them to you during your wak¬ 
ing hours, yet I must say what I am saying, 1 must burn sacrificial 
fires alone, here in your bedroom, and make free confession. And 
I have prayed God to strengthen me in my new resolve. Tomorrow' 
I will be a real daddy! 1 will chum with you, and suffer when you 
suffer and laugh when you laugh, HI be a real daddy. 

_ Author Unknown 



From Don's personal scrapbook came Niff poem, J* origin- 
^ ally appeared in "T he Coty Comer'* of THE SHEBOYGAN 
* ■ * PUESS In 1927. 


TOUCHING SHOULDERS 

There's a comforting thought at the close of the day, 

When I'm weary and lonely and sad. 

That sort of grips hold of my crusty old heart 
And bids it be merry and glad. 

It gets in my soul and it drives out the blues 
And finally thrills through and through. 

It is just a sweet memory that chants the refrain; 

I'm glad I touched shoulders with you. 

Did you know- you were brave, did you know you were strong? 
Did you know there was one leaning hard? 

Did you know' that I waited and listened and prayed 
And was cheered by your simplest word? 

Did you know that I longed for that smile on your face, 

For the sound of your voice ringing true? 

Did you know l grew ? stronger and better because 
I had merely couched shoulders with you? 

I am glad that I live that I battle and strive 
For the place that I know 1 must fill, 

I am thankful for sorrows. I'll meet with a grin 
What fortune may send good or ill. 

I may not have wealth. 1 may not be great, 

But I know I shall always be true. 

For l have in my life that courage you gave 
When once I rubbed shoulders with you. 

Author Unknown 
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On# of the ifnt poems retrd at Memary Time It "Juif A 
Jo y‘\ It fs from the beak WHEN ft AY 1$ DONE by Edgar 
• A Ovett; copyright T 92 I r by The ftefJJy & Lee Co.* Chicago. 


JUST A BOY 

Got to understand the lad — 

He’s not eager to be bad* 

If the right he always knew* 

He would be as old as you. 

Were he now exceeding wise. 

He'd be just about your size* 

When he does things that annoy, 
Don’t forget — he's just a boy. 

Could he know r and understand, 

He would need no guiding hand, 
But he's young and hasn’t learned 
Hosv life's corners must be turned; 
Doesn’t know from day to day 
There is more in life than play. 
More to face than selfish joy* 

Don't forget — he’s just a boy* 

Being just a boy, he’ll do 
Much you will not want him to; 
He’ll be careless of his ways 
Have his disobedient days* 

Willful* wild, and headstrong too* 
Things of value he’ll destroy. 

But reflect — he’s just a boy. 

Just a boy w'ho needs a friend — 
Patient, kindly to the end; 

Needs a father who will show 
Him the things he wants to know* 
Take him with you when you walk, 
Listen when he wants to talk. 

His companionship enjoy. 

Don’t forget —- he’s just a boy* 


Edgar A . Guest 
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In Appreciation w 


Formal acknowledgments to authors, publications and 
publishers appear elsewhere. Here we wish to thank the 
thousands of Breakfast Clubbers who have sent us Memory- 
Time contributions. A special bow, too, to the hundreds 
who helped us locate authors and publishers. 
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